The Battle of Rivoli
rectangles, and at obtuse angles to each other, around the
plateau. And now he saw the Austrian legions moving.
He could tell this from the dull glint of their arms rather
than from their white uniforms, which were blurred in the
snow. They were spreading out, on all sides, over crag
and plain; three columns from the mountain passes to
the northwest and north; a fourth, east, from the defile
back of the convent; a fifth beginning to climb to the
plateau from the gorge of the river; and the last in the
southwest, back of the church with the little stone pompon.
He looked toward the church. They were driving in
his outposts. But everything was on schedule, for there
was Massena at last, with troops and guns, coming up
on the southwest, with all the plunging disorder of bat-
teries strung out over a narrow road and galloping into
battle. But still the Austrian forces were superior in
numbers. They were driving in his outposts now all over
the plateau.
The officers on the hillock gazed at their general, in-
credulous. Did he not know when he was enveloped, in a
trap? No, for though his face was stern, it was un-
troubled. As he surveyed the fringes of battle—the en-
gaged cockades and plumes and shakos, the charge and
retreat and battle-smoke—his eyes did not grow ex-
ultant like Junot's nor glow with fury like Massena's.
Then Napoleon spoke; the cannon reverberated in the
hills, and below them a white square broke. He turned
to an aide: "Tell Massena, Joubert, to hold on at all
costs"; and the aide was off, a streak of red and black
against the snow—now pulling his horse to its haunches
before the wavering red-and-blues—gesticulating to Mas-
s&ia—ancj Massena, who had been busy enough before,
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